Darlmg! Every one calls me that nowadays." I gathered from this that
Ellen Terry had not lost her old objection to gush, She had had experi-
ence recently of the conventionally affectionate terminology of nurses,
who have a habit of addressing their patients as "dear" or "darling" in
the hardest of voices. Now, seeing Barney's perplexed expression, she
seized her hand, and said: "She can darling me as much as she likes.
She's a dear, good thing, the salt of the earth."
Sooner or later the conversation would turn to Shakespeare, or the art
of acting. Ellen Terry told me how she learned to cry on the stage. "I
learned so well that it came too naturally to me. Then my difficulty was
to stop my tears. No, I dont mean 'stop.' What is the word, the exact
word, the mot juste?" I suggested "control," and it was approved.
April 12. E. T. very much interested to hear that there are only about
380,000 words in the English lauguage. This was in reference to her
readiness to bet that Shakespeare had the biggest vocabulary of any Eng-
lish writer.
April ij. "I am glad you think my Ted (Gordon Craig) writes so
well. But you never saw him act! He acts far better than he writes."
"When we act, we must fed, not necessarily with our own personal
feelings. Your voice, your movement, your whole body, are only an in-
strument for this feeling. However perfect you make the instrument, it
wont resound, unless you can feel."
Once, only once that Easter-time, she cried, and said: "I hate being
old. Yes, I just hate it. People are very kind, but that makes it worse.
However, it's absurd to cry over spilt milk. I intend to go into my grave
smiling." That was the day she spoke of mouths. We were talking about
a certain actress, who, admired by many, was never admired by Ellen
Terry. "I dont think she can be very good, because I cant remember her
face. Describe it." I tried, admitting that the mouth was the weak point.
"But the mouth is nearly every one's weak point. Look at mine! Much
too large!"
When I got up to leave her one evening (I was staying at Edy's cot-
tage, about a hundred yards from her house), she said it was unkind of
me to go. She acted "being hurt" so well that I was completely taken in,
and although I had strict instructions not to stay longer than an hour,
and the time was up, sat down again. "You actually thought I meant it!
Hurray! I still can act! I have to act sometimes to find out if I can."
Then she referred to the possibility of a farewell appearance. "I
believe, old as I am, people would still like to see me.
"I am talking much too loud. That was a fault of mine on the stage.
Henry used to stand at the side in old days, and drop a handkerchief
when I shouted,
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